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Legal disclaimer: 


The Steel Samurai and the Ace Attorney series belong to Capcom. No copy- 
right infringement intended. 


This fanzine falls under transformative fanwork and is not made for profit. 


Each work belongs to their respective creator and it is strictly prohibited to 
repost them without their express permission. 
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# debate 


em. ForeverRedMy 
The Plumed Punisher is an outrage. 
as 
Nw solemn_stare 


Oth | would like to contest that claim, 
Sf if you're up for a debate. 


— — - . 


ForeverRedMy 

Oh? I'd be delighted but | must 
warn you, | have quite a firm 
opinion on the matter. 


solemn_stare 

It wouldn't be fun otherwise. 

Could you please share your 
biggest issue that | may address it? 
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Keeping Up Agparances 


YW ya AN . 4 de 4wv 
‘that this was something you’d like. Miles went to put 


n 


by Evelinessa Gumshoe’s letter aside, formulating how to how to explain 


to his subordinate that his focus should be strictly on the 


A See ore ile cmon nays unl enveloped Milas as investigation, rather than frivolous events, when the image 


-he brought his maroon and ivory teacup to his lips, washing Eocthe seqqiimace campinahis attention. 


his tongue with Earl Grey. He worked in silence, save for the 


ne er ae ae ee eee oe ees He smiled at the heroic image of the Steel Samurai, posed in 


Sageer, Or Mme Scratghwo, his Qargyndy fowntam pep»po front of Neo Olde Tokyo. After several moments, Miles’ face 


;paper. Miles had just completed his last hefty stack of fell. He grabbed his office phone in a haste, ready to call 


Bayo wolpegy ioe day ast, he Wea ¢ to Cae Gumsmue: Gumshoe in for an interrogation. Miles needed to find the 


investigation report for tomorrows trial. culprit spreading rumors about him being a fan of the Steel 


Samurai. 
iMiles reached for the file, flipping it open. He hoped that 


today would be one of the rare occasions where he wouldn’t 


He got halfway through dialing Gumshoe’s number before 


need to send the detective back to the crime scene. Miles 


4 coming to Los Angeles for the first time! Steel Samurai Con! 


bold letters caught his eye. Steel Samurai Con 2019 is 


4 was astonished by Gumshoe’s thoroughness. The only thing 


more unexpected were the pages nestled in the back, 


I] 


There was one held in Germany six months ago while he 
attached to the file with a green paperclip. 


| , was staying there to help Franziska with a case. He 
| 


,excessive questioning. Would he be free to attend this one? 


abandoned his plans to attend, regrettably, due to her 
The first page was a hastily written note. While out 


jinvestigating, I saw this flier for an event that I thought 


you might be interested in, sir. Or at least I've been told , Merch 2%ade-one dew only! he convention was. this 


» 4 > >a AN . ae 4 \ 4 
‘Saturday. He liked to take his work home with him on the 


weekends, but he could make an exception. Steel Samurai 


a4 4avpw vw WY | 
‘such a huge fan as well, and Pankly 1 ile I don’t feel 


comfortable going alone. This would be my first time 

photo op and autograph included with VIP pass purchase! attending a Steel Samurai event and I don’t want people 

(Limited availability). Miles hung up the receiver that he who know me to be aware that I’m a Steel Samurai fan.” 

forgot he was still holding. There was someone else he 

needed to call instead. Maya let out a muffled laugh. “Oh! Of course, I would love to 
go! Youre paying, right? For the tickets and food?” 

“Hey, Edgeworth! I’m surprised to hear from you! Aren’t |He grinned. “I had already planned on it” 

you usually working or something right now?” 

“Oh, good then!” Maya said, her smile visible through her 


“Erm, yes, but... this is urgent, Maya.” tone of voice. “I have to say, I really can’t understand why 


iS 


syou're worrying. Everyone attending this event is going to 


“Oh? What is it?” be a fan. They probably aren’t paying enough attention to 


( 

: } 
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4 “There’s a Steel Samurai convention coming to Los Angeles 


anyone else to notice you, let alone if you like the Steel 
© Samurai. Who would care about the frilly guy standing next 
this Saturday, and it’s the first to come to this area. They’re ito you when you're surrounded by all this cool Steel 


offering a Steel Samurai photo opportunity and autograph Samurai merch! ?” 


i] 


“It's called a cravat, but I understand what you mean. 


for purchasers of the VIP pass, but these are very limited. I 


jplan to drive down to the convention center during my 


lunch break to, hopefully, secure passes. I wanted to ask if Speaking of that, I don’t plan to wear it to the convention.” 


I you would like to accompany me there since I know you're 


] 
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“Really? You're not wearing it? I thought it was attached to 


‘if anyone happened to question why s¢ someone like him was 
your neck! What are you gonna _ wear then?” 


at such an event. Maya was one of the few people aware of 
his love for the Steel Samurai. They discuss the series at 
“Very funny, but I think I'll let it be a surprise. Though, I length during their weekly Steel Samurai nights—after that 
,will say that it’ll be very appropriate for this event.” week’s episode finished airing, of course. He wouldn’t be so 

uncultured as to interrupt such a masterpiece. He could 
“I think I know what you mean. In that case, I have the recall nights spent discussing important topics such as the 
perfect thing to wear.” canonicity of MagiSteel, whether or not The Steel Samurai 


& Pink Princess: Lovers in Neo Olde Tokyo is the worst film 


“Alright, well I’m going to take my lunch break now so I can in the Steel Samurai saga, or if the Early Summer Rain Jab 
get us the VIP passes. Ill see you on Saturday.” is a more effective move than the Steel Samurai Sushi Slash. 
)“Ok! See you then.” :This was a special occasion, so Miles made sure to dress the 


part. Instead of his usual suit and cravat, he wore a 
burgundy t-shirt with the Steel Samurai’s face in the middle. 


<4 He didn’t own many t-shirts—they were far too casual for 


t 


< 4 After navigating busy Los Angeles traffic, Miles pulled into 


ithe convention's parking garage. While the travel time was his taste—the only ones he had were Steel Samurai 


less than ideal, he was prepared, leaving his home early to merchandise. This would be the first time he would wear 


) 


ihe entered the convention center. Until then, he covered up 


avoid being late for such an important event. Miles had been’ any of his shirts in public. He reasoned it would be fine once 
slooking forward to the convention all week, especially after 
securing two VIP passes. As a fellow fan of the Steel his shirt with a gray button-up cardigan. It wasn’t suited for 


i Samurai, Maya would be good company, and a good excuse, hte Los Angeles heat, but he hoped they wouldn’t have to 


WwW aww . ae 4 ad 
‘wait long to get inside. Miles paired his t- “ohisk and cardigan 


ad 4avpw vw Y | 
‘ankle strap adorned with a single red gem, agar to the one 


with black slacks and loafers; he didn’t want to deviate too on the Steel Samurai’s chest. She wore these shoes over her 


far from how he normally dresses. white knee-length stockings. 
,Miles headed to the spot where Maya agreed to meet. He , Miles put a hand up to his forehead, shielding his eyes from 
offered to pick her up on the way, but she had stayed over the blazing sun. “Are you ready to line up?” 


with black slacks and loafers; he didn’t want to deviate too 
far from how he normally dresses. “Almost,” Maya shifted off the palm tree, now standing 
straight, “Tm just waiting for my breakfast to get here.” 
Miles headed to the spot where Maya agreed to meet. He 
offered to pick her up on the way, but she had stayed over Miles furrowed his brow. “Ah, I thought you would have had 
Wright’s last night: she chose to take the bus to the something to eat before you lett Wr—" 


,;convention center instead. He found her waiting to the right 


“Sorry, Maya. They didn’t have any breakfast sandwiches at 


U U 


fe: ~ “Wright!” Miles shouted. “What are you doing here!?” 
_ @ Maya wore a strapless Steel Samurai-themed dress that had <4 


page crits, lean ieee i sieaeeer tree. the store, but I grabbed some sausages and hash browns.” 


vertical stripes in alternating colors of red and white, aside 


Startled by the volume of Miles' voice, Wright almost 


from the midriff, which was solid red. The Steel Samurai’s , dyopped tttsmod he WeaMarryins 


head was featured on the lower left of her mid-thigh length 


idress. Her waist was cinched by an icy blue sash: the same 


‘Wright flashed him a toothy grin. “What does it look like, 


color as the Steel Samurai’s hat. The color of the bodice Beeeworthteliem joinit the Steameamuralttemeention Wilh 


a matched, along with her wedges, which were secured by an /)you two.” He placed Maya’s breakfast into her outstretched 


W 4avw . a 4 h4 W yh aN . 4 WY 

‘hands. ‘Someone in the group behind them shores into him, 
knocking him forward a bit. He gave them his best glare in 

Wright wore the same t-shirt as Miles, except in navy blue. return, rewarding him with a mumbled apology. He could 

His matching color beanie was decorated with a slightly do without all these people as well, though he supposes that 

,crooked, iron-on Steel Samurai patch. Dark gray jeans and she should get used to it now: itll only get worse once they’re 

worn-looking black and white sneakers completed his getup. inside. 

Maya dumped the paper from her meal in the nearby “How long have we been waiting? It feels like the line is 

itrashcan and dusted her hands off, surprising Miles with barely moving,” Maya complained, tugging at Wright’s sleeve. 


how quickly she finished her breakfast. “Alright, let’s line 


up! I can’t wait to get in!” she said, pumping her fists in the “Tt takes a while to check everyone’s passes and belongings.” 
air. Wright glanced at his watch. “It’s been about forty minutes.” 


Miles wiped sweat off his forehead. He started to regret 


wearing the cardigan but couldn’t take it off yet—especially 
i with Wright there. He didn’t expect to be waiting this long, 


@but he should’ve known better: the Steel Samurai is an 


l] People surrounded them in the disorganized line, the 


4 crowd’s excitement palpable. Miles picked up bits and 


incredibly popular show. 


] 


since I got here.” 


pieces of conversation: discussion of the latest episode, 


plans to check out a MagiSteel panel, and theories on 


certain surprise guest appearances. He felt the anticipation “Hey Edgeworth, is everything ok? You haven’t said much 


getting to him, though he could do without the excessive 


noise. 


preectning is wrong, Wright,” Miles said as he crossed his 


“Drop it, Wright.” 
“Of course... that’s not it... it’s just—" 


“Edgeworth, if you’re worried that me being here means 
youll be ‘exposed’ as a fan, you don’t have to worry about 
ithat—it was obvious ages ago,” Wright said, giving him a 


lopsided smirk. 


Miles recoiled. “Wright don’t be absurd! I’m not here as a 


\‘fan’! I came here because Maya invited me, and I thought it 


im 
| 
“i 


4 “Really? Maya told me that you’re the one who told her 


rude to turn down the offer.” 


about the convention.” 


I] 


jthought it would be nice of me to let her know that a 


convention was coming to Los Angeles.” 


W 4avnw vw > 
“She also told me that you're the one that got t the tickets.” 


.offered to get the tickets. I don’t see what the problem is.” 


tickets.” 

to his forehead, mirroring Wright’s confident smirk. “I 
already went to the trouble to go all the way there and get 
t and to go for the experience. I’m just trying to be a good 


4 friend. That is all.” 


“So? What does that prove? I know that she’s a huge fan and 
iMiles jerked back, caught off guard by his argument being 


j with you.” 


“The convention center is on the way from the prosecutor’s 


office and considering that I’m the only one able to drive, 


Wright put his hands on his hips, flashing him a confident 
smirk. “That still doesn’t explain why you bought two 


“Honestly, Wright, use a bit of logic.” Miles tapped his finger 


tickets. I purchased one for myself to keep Maya company 


“Hm, right. So, is that why you bought two VIP passes that 


include a picture with the Steel Samurai and an autograph?” 


destroyed so quickly. “Wright, I am done discussing this 


W ya AaN vw W ! 
‘up for the convention. Everyone here is at least partially a 


99 


fan. 
They were closer to the entrance, but the line wasn’t moving 
fast enough. Miles wiped sweat off his brow with increasing Miles scanned the crowd. What Wright said was true. Why 
sfrequency. His bangs lost their volume, now stuck to his ,would anyone attend something like this if they weren’t a 
face. He felt disgusting but resolved to keep up this charade fan? After this, would anyone believe him when he claimed 
for as long as possible. he wasn’t? Wright, a respectable lawyer, doesn’t feel shame 
in openly dressing like that, even when he hardly has any 
|Wright checked his watch again. “It’s been twenty minutes interest in the show. A stark contrast to him, desperately 
and the line has barely moved. A lot of fans have come out hiding under his (newly) sweat-soaked cardigan, despite his 


for this event, huh?” love for the Steel Samurai. 


,Miles narrowed his eyes, carefully studying Wright. “Why 


“Why are you wearing that? It must be uncomfortable.” 


are you wearing all that anyway?” he said, gesturing at Wright poked at the cardigan clinging to him and frowned. 
‘ “It’s drenched. Why don’t you take it off until we get 


< 4 inside?” 


[] Wright’s attire. “I thought you weren’t a fan.” 


“Tm not much of one, but I don’t see the harm in dressing 


up for the convention. Everyone here is at least partially a Miles wiped away a bead of sweat dripping from his hair, 


99 


fan. preventing it from falling in his eyes. “I’m _ perfectly 


icomfortable, Wright. Don’t worry about me.” 


Miles scanned the crowd. What Wright said was true. Why 


i would anyone attend something like this if they weren’t a 


/' “Tf you Say So...” 


WwW >a AN . ae 4 
‘The piercing screech of a megaphone catches their attention 
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‘To Miles' dismay, his threat only Pnazed” to make Wright 


te 


moments before the voice of an attendant blares through chuckle. “Yeah, yeah, have fun you two! 

the crowd. “Alright, everyone! Anyone with a VIP pass will 

need to start lining up over here for their Steel Samurai — 

»photo and autograph!” Miles and Maya posed for their picture in front of a Neo 
Olde Tokyo backdrop. They were each on opposite sides of 

Miles startled. “What?! That wasn’t supposed to be for the Steel Samurai. Maya beamed and Miles let a rare, 

another two hours!” genuine smile slip. He took off his cardigan for the photo, 

i gently hanging it over his arm and exposing his Steel 

“Well, good thing you aren’t a fan then. You don’t have to Samurai t-shirt underneath. He may wish to keep his love 

worry about missing it.” Wright smirked at him, clearly for the Steel Samurai hidden from most of the world, but 


taking pleasure in his unfortunate predicament. Miles today he could make an exception. 


,:glowered at him as punishment. 


; WThe End 
‘)“C’mon, Edgeworth! We can’t miss the best part!” Maya said U 


yas she brought her fists up in determination. 4 


“Just go,” Wright said, giving him a warm smile. 


iMiles pointed his finger at him. “Wright, if you breathe a 


word of this to anyone, so help me—" 


HEADCANONS FOR VIDEO EDITOR MILES 
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WW? | THE STEEL SAMURAL IS A HUGE FRANCHISE SO IT HAS THE LIVE ACTION! BUT IT ALSO HAS ANY ANIME 
Rambow 


Why are you, as a Steel 
*MILES MAKES AMVS BUT ALSO FANVIDS 


<_— Sone Samurai stan, jamming to 
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*HE'S NOT YET USED TO THE MORE RECENT STYLE OF EDITING FAMOUS ON INSTA AND TWITTER, THE VERY FAST PACE 
ONE WITH A LOT OF TRANSITION HES ALOT MORE USED 10 THE AMV STYLE WHICH L 
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HTM t NING TO CLASSICAL MY 
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= Samurai on Ice legal seminar in Germany this week, and as Miles has 
returned to prosecute in Los Angeles for the coming 
months, it was arranged that he’d apartment-sit and watch 
the ten-year-old Trucy in their absence. ) 


by sailorartemis 


“Who would want to watch something like this?” 


’ 


“And his daughter is not?” 


“She has school, Franziska.” She scrunches up her nose, not 
entirely pleased by his explanation. It’s a far cry from the 
way she was raised, after all, taken out of traditional : 


(With all the scrutiny she affords the evidence she prepares 
schooling when she was Trucy’s age to allow for all the 
international trips and preparation for her bar exam. “This 


for court, Franziska studies the tickets in her hand with a 
narrow gaze. Carefully, she scours over every word and 
detail as though they might reveal something, though Miles 
isn’t sure what. 

They're tickets to Steel Samurai on Ice, not a toxicology won't be Wright’s last trip to Europe, I’m sure she'll join him 
(report. (in the summer.” 


Franziska clenches her jaw, but relents the point. “Do you 
really have no one else to ask?” 


“Considering that it’s the biggest live tour in California at 
the moment, quite a few people,” he answers, and her stiff 
expression harshens. “Wright won them in a radio pa 
and suggested I take Trucy. However, it seems he cannot 


/ “Believe me, you're the last resort.” A lie; he’d much prefer 
count to two, and I am left with a spare ticket. 


her terse inattention to the company of someone like Butz at 

qa show that’s a rather big deal to him. “I’m merely extending 

“A third ticket. Hmph.” She hands them back, playing up the offer. You don’t have to accept, Wright won’t complain if 
her disinterest as she casts her eyes to the side. “Why not the third ticket goes unused.” 


ask Maya Fey? She likes this sort of thing.” 
“She’s in ne! with Wright.” They’re both attending a 
» ~~ » 
 _f_f a . —_ vt 


am . 


“Very well. If I must.” 


b= 4 ye Ff 


=f —— one of the tickets from him with a disgusted as she can be, because even when wearing the Pink Princess 
sigh that he’s known her too long to fall for. t-shirt Maya gave her for her last birthday and a pair of 
jeans, she still has on her magician’s cape and top hat. 


“We are.” Miles retrieves his blazer from the couch and 
behind him, Franziska scoffs. He has half a mind to turn 
and make a comment about that expensive pearl bracelet 
she’s bringing to a kid’s show, but ignores it to be a good 
role model for Wright’s daughter. “Let’s be on our way now. 
I’d rather traffic and security not make us late.” 


qThe day of the show arrives and Franziska is dressed like 
she’s attending an opera matinee. That’s to say: a rich blue 
cocktail dress, low pair of heels, and that studded clutch she 
reserves for only the most important events. Miles suddenly 
feels too casual and underdressed, in a pair of black slacks 


and a white button-up. 
She snatches one of the tickets from him with a disgusted 


sigh that he’s known her too long to fall for. 


“This is a casual event, Franziska,” he tells her as gently as 
he can. Her glare makes it known it wasn’t gentle enough. 
“It’s Steel Samurai on Ice, not Dido and Aeneas.” 9S es 


interrogations. She holds her head high in an entirely 
undisturbed manner when she makes her way through a 
crowd, and even when it does bother her— and Miles knows 
(it does, she doesn’t need to say so— she’d never give off a 
P, look like you’re going to church, little brother. You single hint to prove it. 
shouldn't be talking.” 


“You didn’t tell me the dress code, so I had to assume.” Pcs: pride often lends itself well to the courtroom, to 


“And you assumed that?” 


never be caught dead at something like this, and if it makes 


It’s helpful here too. The Franziska of many years ago would : 
her uncomfortable, it doesn’t show. Trucy, in all herk 


“Oh, are you two ready?” Trucy comes out of her room - 
a bright smile, the ara one of them dressed appropriately 


~ 4 ~ 4 »~ 4 
 _f_f a . —_ * 


— a copies her with a confident twitch of her 
chin upwards, holding her head just as high. 


one she’s copying. 


Pei seats are right up against the edge of the rink, and 
when Trucy sees how close they are, she lights up like it’s 
Christmas Day. She’s always been easy to impress, but that 
doesn’t keep Miles’ heart from melting as she hops into her 
seat with a wide smile. 


“Theyre gonna be right there,” she whispers to him, eyes 
wide with amazement. “Do you think we could touch them?” 


“Could? Yes. Should? No.” He removes his blazer and slides 
into the seat on her left. “I’d prefer we not be kicked out of 
the show.” Trucy laughs. 


4 think I might walk the hall a little more,” Franziska says, 
swaying uncomfortably as she stands beside him. Miles 
frowns, concerned, and she continues with the most refined 
eye-roll he’s ever seen. “There are still ten minutes until the 

show begins, I will not be late. Worry about yourself, Miles 


Edgeworth.” 


a . 


Of all Franziska’s personality traits, Miles is glad this is the) 


ye Ff 


Before he has the chance to say anything, she turns on her 
heel and leaves. Beside him, Trucy cocks her head. “Has 
Aunt Franzy always been that weird?” : 


Aunt Franzy? 


“Why... yes.” Now would be a great time for a story about 
her oddities during her childhood, but his frown furrows 
deeper, seized by those two words. “How long have you been 
calling her that?” : 


“Since we met, I guess.” Trucy shrugs. “I asked if I could and 
qshe said yes.” 


“She doesn’t even let me call her Franzy.” 


“Huh. I guess that just means I’m cooler than you.” : 


True to her word, Franziska is back in time for the start of 
the show. She sits down on the other side of Trucy with two 
minutes to spare, idly reorganizing her clutch during the 
wait. It looks like she’s putting away something she bougat,} 
but she says nothing and before he has a chance to ask, the 


ie dim a the main character’s theme begins to blare 


through the arena. 
A man wearing a gaudy version of the Steel Samurai 
costume adorned with glitter and sequins takes to the ice, 


‘See a routine of simple footwork and jumps that do 
Bbednders to amaze the crowd of children in the audience. 


It’s enough to amaze Miles too, seeing his idol so close and 
SO majestic. 


Trucy clings to the edge of her seat, watching as several 
other ice dancers come out and join the Steel Samurai. The 
music swells as the skaters perform in complete sync, a 
routine embellished with a number of jumps, lifts, and 
turns. 


The end of the first song is met with thunderous applause, 
and the show continues on as an adaptation of one of Miles’ 
favorite arcs. In it, the Steel Samurai has to fight the Evil 
q Magistrate for control of the Four Gates of Neo Olde Tokyo, 
lest they be taken over and used to enhance the power of 
evil. He’s most pleased with how faithful an adaptation it is, 


with only a few concessions being granted despite the 
simplicity of the set and the fact that they’re dancing 
through most of it. 


am . 


=f 


At one point halfway through the show, during the Steel 


stands after the show. He must have been wrong about her 
only putting up with it earlier, because this time she seeks it 
out completely of her own will. 


a . 


ye Ff 


Samurai’s solo skate when all seems lost, he spots Franziska 
raise a hand to stifle a yawn out of the corner of his eye. 
Though he can’t fathom how she’s yawning during 
something as exhilarating as this, he can’t say he’s 
surprised. This sort of thing has never been her interest, and 


¢yet she still came. 


It’s quite the enigma, and a sort of answer comes to it when 
he notices that she’s staring at Trucy. The ten year old is 
utterly enraptured by the show, her wide eyes refusing to 
leave the Steel Samurai for even a second. Franziska lets out 
a silent chuckle at Trucy’s entertainment, a gentle smile 
growing across her face. 


She glances up briefly and sees him watching, quickly 
tucking her pleasant amusement away and replacing it with 
a scowl as she turns back toward the ice. 


Trucy clings to Franziska’s hand again as they exit the 


» 4 » 4 
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~ was oon Trucy exclaims, to which Franziska 
offers a very unconvincing hum of agreement. 

“It was,” Miles says, because one of them needs to clorel 
some excitement with her. Though truthfully, his mind isn’t 
‘ the show, it’s focused on this gentler side of Franziska. 


“IT know Mr. Edgeworth almost cried at the ending, but what 
was your favorite part, Aunt Franzy?” 


Franziska’s lost for a_ split-second, seemingly a Sel 
somewhere between being told her brother cried, and trying 
to name a part she enjoyed. “Um... I suppose it would be the 
part with the girl.” 


“The part with the girl?” Miles raises an eyebrow. She 
couldn’t be more vague if she tried. : 


“Oh!” Trucy figures it out immediately, as perceptive as 
ever. “When that village girl grabbed the Samurai Spear to 
defend Neo Olde Tokyo until the Steel Samurai was ready to 
fight again?” 


” Franziska doesn’t sound at all certain about it, and 
vies is just impressed she can name one thing that) 
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happened during the show when her eyes were barely on it. 
“T liked her turn sequence.” 


“Franziska used to want to be a figure skater,” Miles tells 
Trucy, to keep the topic on his sister and avoid any talk of 
his tears. 
prosecuting, maybe she would be that village girl.” 


With a glare so sharp it threatens to slice right through him, 
Franziska tsks and rebuffs his idea as if it’s the dumbest 
thing she’s ever heard. “What a foolish thought. I would 
have been a competitive figure skater, Miles Edgeworth. Not 
a village girl.” 


Trucy tries and fails to hide a sneering chuckle that’s rather 
reminiscent of Franziska, leaning toward him and 
whispering, “Or maybe she’d be the Evil Magistrate 
instead.” 


And Franziska huffs, annoyed, but Miles swears he sees the 
qcorner of her lip twinge up in something akin to a smile. 


feels like the fiftieth time in this ten minute phone call. He 
» 4 » 4 » 4 » 4 
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“In another world where she did that instead of 
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“Again, Wright, it was really no issue,” Miles says for what} : 


a= ey Ff 


= Fon wanting to check up on his daughter, He hangs up and tucks the phone in his pocket before 
especially while so far away, but all this repetitive thanks is deciding to check on Franziska and the bedtime story she 
really wearing him thin. insisted on reading to Trucy. Though he made it clear she : 


could go home after the show, she refused, apparently more 
“I know, I know,” comes Wright’s tired voice. “Trucy just 


than willing to play a part in Trucy’s bedtime routine. 
‘Ga t stop raving about the show and everything you 
(ond von Karma did... Speaking of, how’d you manage (When he reaches the bedroom, the door is cracked open and 
that?” he can hear the two girls talking to each other. Something 
convinces him not to enter, and to wait outside and listen in 


instead. : 


‘Manage what?” 


“Convincing your sister to come. Steel Samurai on Ice 
Se t seem like her kind of thing.” 


“The Evil Magistrate is your favorite, yes?” comes 
Franziska’s thick accent. Trucy must nod, because then she 
(says, “Good. I bought you something.” 


It 


“It’s not,” he sighs, “but I think she’s growing rather fond of 


your daughter.” “You didn’t have to,” the little one chirps, her excited tone 


completely betraying her words. There’s a moment of 
silence, of shuffling— through Franziska’s clutch, most ey 


“Heh. Well, it’s late for you, so I'll let you go get Trucy tol — before he hears Trucy gasp. “Oh, Aunt Franzy...” 


bed. Call tomorrow?” 


(“I saw it with the merchandise as I walked the hall. I 
“As always. Have a good day, Wright.” It’s five AM over thought you might like it.” 
there, and Miles has to admit respect for the fact that 


Wright’s been wakin so early every day to talk to him 
and _ adeentes An Bea. y every day : | = silence, more shuffling. Though he’s terrified of oot : 


caught watching, Miles peeks through the crack in the door 
to see Franziska carefully fixing the clasp of an Evil 


» 
> aan 
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= Fon wanting to check up on his daughter, Magistrate necklace around Trucy’s neck. 


especially while so far away, but all this repetitive thanks is 
really wearing him thin. 


“I know, I know,” comes Wright’s tired voice. “Trucy just 
‘Ga t stop raving about the show and everything you 
(ond von Karma did... Speaking of, how’d you manage 
that?” 


‘Manage what?” f: backs away as she finishes the bedtime routine, says : 


“It’s beautiful... Thank you.” i 


Franziska smiles, that same controlled but sweet smile he 
(saw during the show. “Of course, Trucy. Now let’s take it off, 
it’s dangerous to sleep in.” 


goodnight, and leaves. 


“Convincing your sister to come. Steel Samurai on Ice 
Se t seem like her kind of thing.” 


It 


“Youre really good with her,” he says as soon as the door is 
(shut. 


“It’s not,” he sighs, “but I think she’s growing rather fond of 


your daughter.” “Tm afraid I don’t know what youre talking about.” 


Franziska crosses her arms and glances aside with that same 
feigned disinterest from earlier that he now can’t help but} 


“Heh. Well, it’s late for you, so Ill let you go get Trucy tol chuckle at. 


bed. Call tomorrow?” 


(“Well, Aunt Franzy,” he grins, and she looks ready to kill 
“As always. Have a good day, Wright.” It’s five AM over him, “maybe you’d like to stay the rest of the week? I’ll let 


there, and Miles has to admit respect for the fact that you have Wright’s bed and I'll take the couch. I’m sure 
Wright’s been waking up so early every day to talk to him | Trucy would like it.” 


and his daughter before bed. 


~ 4 » 4 ~ 4 
 _f_f am . —_ vt 


a . 


ye fF Ff F 


cn a moment’s pause, faux hesitation that doesn’t actually 
cover how she feels about accepting his offer, she nods. 
‘Very well. If I must.” 


She can deny it all she wants, but her rough edges and 
pocoen care make it clear just how much she cares for that 
(cir. Miles smiles at her softness, and though small, 
Franziska returns it. 


t 


The End 
¢ 
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(Why you should Hatch 
The Steel Samurai ../ 


~ . 
There's samurai. It's a historical tokusatsu. What more aaa 
you want? Educational for the kids! Great role models! Even 
better than that Jammin’ Ninja guy! I'm not biased it's just true 
facts! The Jammin’ Ninja is still cool though. But not as cool as 

the Steel Samurai OR Pink Princess! 


LT prommy its the Best 


es it'sjust the coolest thing ever, tee? 
Steel? Samurai? Absolutely genius. The 
depth this show goes into character 
dynamies is amazing! There's a character 
that every Kind of kid could love! There are 
no downsides. Except maybe the reboot. 
And the Manella run. 


“For COOL Kids. 


‘its ‘the hes st tokusatsu ever made! al 
Rider has nothing on it, okay? Kamen 
Rider WISHES. The season 7 giant mech 
battle is absolutely required watching for 
everyone ever it's peak cinema Ooooeon... 
You want to watch Steel Samurai you 
want to wateh it so bad ooones .. 


+ REFRESHING, LIKE A SPRING BREEZE 
7 9) ee e 
By jibber_jabber 


4. Hero of Heroes Grand Prix was a gaudy, tacky show. 


‘Each year, Matt thought the Gatewater Hotel couldn’t outdo 

themselves with the over-the-top decorations, yet they 
Giese: his worst expectations every time. From his days 
of attending the event with that one old guy, the Steel 

Samurai actor who looked kind of like a misshapen 
Qrerenct to his night as an award winner, the event 
‘remained tasteless as ever. Crystal chandeliers, of which 


there were far too many. Fancy-looking but poor quality 


[ = | 
food. A crowd of wannabes and has beens. A lineup of 
~‘superhero actors vastly inferior to himself. Who would want 


Captain Saipan or the Starry School students when they 
Goi have the Nickel Samurai? He was different, new, 


invigorating to the acting scene. The old timers, like the 
to step aside. 


4... Samurai, needed to step aside. |Steel Samurai, needed 
[ Q 


He'd already known he would win the award. When his 


QGranages called about the nomination a few days before the 


, yes show, he had to be all like, “oh my god, like, wow, dude. 


Do you think that like, the Jammin’ Ninja could win, 
a: That would be mega embarrassing and bad for my 
« brand,” and Adrian, ever dutiful, had reassured him that 
Juan was not even in the running. But there was no doubt in 


i Engarde’s mind. 


: He would win. He always did. 


, he lofted his trophy in the air and did his best to’ 


breathe in that disgusting, stifling Nickel Samurai costume, 


someone else in the crowd was in motion. A gentleman, on 
q::: glance, dressed as a butler. Ready to top your drink at a 
~Ymoment’s notice, to fetch a spare fork when one was dropped 
on the carpet. Earlier, the money had exchanged hands and a 
deal was solidified. All that remained was to ensure Matt’s' 
not guilty verdict when he was inevitably suspected as being 
involved in the murder. Luckily, de Killer was a professional 
through and through, practically licking his boots for the 
— chance to ‘satisfy the client’ and provide ‘aftercare.’ Matt 


didn’t trust anyone, let alone assassins, but he knew this 


would desire to please would work to his advantage. | 
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wes girl was there, the one so precious to the spiky-haired e 0 you were supposed to have cared about while you 
"Teas wearing strange purple robes and _ platformed hae alive. Or maybe it felt like nothing at all—just a simple, 


sandals. She had on a Pink Princess necklace that glinted cold embrace of the void. 


apg the chandelier lights, overlaid on a glowing green 
a sefidant. So she was a fan of the franchise. This was the first 


For Juan Corrida, Matt Engarde hoped death was 
Matt had probably ever remembered the face of one. In 


‘ refreshing—like a spring breeze. 
a | 


his mind, they were a monolith, a faceless entity known as 


‘His Fans. His Admirers. Those that served only to lift The End 


Ge people like him up to the very top. 


‘It was time to unmask and deliver his acceptance speech, 
which he’d prepared and rehearsed with Adrian the night 
before. He shook his hair out as he removed the mask, 


careful not to disturb his overhanging bangs too much. 


Qn. scars on his eye tickled where the hair covered them. 
p 4 
As he spoke, he briefly contemplated what death might feel 


like. Painful, maybe. There was also the possibility your 


—Yentire life really did flash before your eyes, and you saw all 
the people you were supposed to have cared about while you 
Gree alive. Or maybe it felt like nothing at all—just a simple, 4 
, Sy 
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“l can tell you're suffering,” pleaded the St 
“l don't want to fight you! 


Let me help y 


eel Samuraj- 
oul” 
“Hmph-" The Evil M. 


agistrate dismissed the Samurai's 
Plea: “You can't hel 


P me: Get out of MY sight!” 


“l can't Just ignore you! Ever since we were kids, [...” 


“You don't know me: you don't know about my inner 
darkness-++ | don't need your pity!” 


eN i 
’ — 
he could get away er 2) 
‘ergte's wrist before rd him: \ * \ 
eal the man back towa ins \. /s/ ae 
ivoting istrate's WA? \ SRY Wea 
; i cupped the gia pointy Y a JK ~ 
The Steel a thumb to ety Mag: The (\/ AL ry | y 
in his hand, it aan leave you oT ah the AW ‘, | | ) L, 
see ickname sent 4 pang N r LA [ Y/ 
Onna nears Samurai's )/\ \\ / SES 
a ips > 
. - looked into the the moonlight / 
The al iat qgutifully shining in 
bs, be 
steely orbs, 


t 
d gently me 
urai leaned jaan ranee 

as oe lips wit 

tne 


5] 
t 
Tt depends, I don 

Abruptly, the Magistrate Pushed the Samurai away: Ed. do you still keep my eye on such 

& would “We can't-” He couldn't meet the Samurai's gaze: Hey Edgey, pra) eed 

hem wished this momen “We're enemies." have your signa 

f them 
The bwo © 
last forever’ “We don't have to be-” His voice Was soft: 
“No-+- 


keychain? 


‘t is our 
time we Meet, 


childish things. 


destiny for us to fight: The next 
it will be as enemies-” 

The Evil Magistrate disappeared from sight. 4 chilly 
breeze blew through Neo Olde Tokyo: 


“Mag-++ fx. 
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\ SAut it Wright. 


Penny Nichols at the Convention 


by Lemonlily 


Penny Nichols was a professional. Hired to do a job, to be 
the Steel Samurai Stage Show’s announcer, producer, and 
assistant. It was also her all-time favorite show. The show’s 
staff may be a bit less organized than what a television 
broadcast company should be if they were asking a part- 
time assistant such as Penny Nichols to man a booth the 
weekend before the event. But if Penny was anything, she 


was resourceful .. . and a bit desperate for money. 


Before, her main goal that Saturday was to wander the con 
and then go to trade some of her duplicate rare cards for one 
rare capsule toy of The Evil Magistrate from the Steel 
Samurai Facebook Page. “I don’t feel like dealing with 


shipping so come to this con and we'll talk.” said Cole Vector 


on his marketplace post. The problem being he promised it 
to her after claiming her duplicate card collection but 
wouldn’t specify when he’d be there other than “in the after- 
noon” on messenger. 

‘Most of my afternoon is my job’ she said in a sigh. I can’t 
exactly speedrun The Steel Samurai stage show no matter 
how much I want to, she thinks. Able to get over not being 
able to wander the convention, including art alley, not even 
seeing in person such a rare find pulled on her collector 
heart a bit too much. Three stage shows times were planned, 
10am, 2pm, and 5pm. The first and second were repeats but 


the last is the grand finale. Maybe I can slip out for around 


the before the 5pm show for a small bit. 


Once the 1st show was over and she cleaned the area of any 
trash or objects in the way, she checked Facebook messen- 


ger for Cole Vector’s whereabouts. It was 12pm so everyone 


was out to lunch, the perfect time to sneak away. “Hey” then 


“Are you on the way” to see she was left on read. 


She looked at the crowds and noticed Cody Hackins, of 
course! He was speed walking all around about to trip over 
his fake sword and ice cream. A new Steel Samurai popsicle 
was exclusive to certain stores and cons. Penny wasn’t very 
into ice cream so creepy with bulging black gumballs for 


eyes. 


“Pssst, psst, Cody.” She said before realizing what she was 
doing. He jumped out of shock and half pulled out his 
sheathed, hopefully toy, katana until he noticed it was 
Penny. He cautiously approached. “What do you want?” 


“A favor.” 


“And why should I, stranger!” 


“T literally see you every day I’m at work. Doing somersaults 
in between trash cans isn’t a good stealth strategy.” She 
didn’t have the heart to tell him he also could never do them 


well with a toy sword on his back. Nor how much Oldbag 


complained about him specifically to her whenever she let 


her guard down and be found by her. Thank goodness she 


couldn’t make it today. 


“Wha- bu- uuggghhh . . . that wasn’t me.” Cody says eyes 


darting around her. 


Penny didn’t have time to pretend or do mind tricks on a 
precocious 9-year-old. “Look, I have this Pink Princess cap- 
sule toy.” She says as she pulls out of her Steel Samurai™ 
fanny pack she specifically only wore for cons. “It’s yours if 
you find this guy and make sure he doesn’t give anything to 


anyone.” Showing him a picture of Cole Vector. 


“DEAL!” He says as he quickly swipes the capsule out of 


Penny’s hands. 
As she was prepping the actors and making sure they were 
okay before the 2pm show, Cole sent her a message “I 


should be there in about 20 minutes” at 1:50pm, great. 


She was happy the shows were going successfully, though. 


The story was how the Evil Magistrate’s evil was able to be 
concentrated into a beam he used on a local wrestling club. 
Extra muscly goons in all black were sent to attack the Steel 
Samurai after stealing his signature spear. It was a bit light 
on actual story but was able to be pulled off by tight action 
choreography and haughty laughing. 


Peeking at her phone, she saw Cole Vector’s message. 
“Never mind, I’m in traffic, it's gonna be at least an hour 
before I get there” at 4pm. Penny screamed into a Steel 
Samurai™ cushion of his head. Specifically made to be 


handed out at stage show events. 


The show was over, it was 5:10pm, and Cole Vector 
messages bluntly “walking in right now, will be waiting by 
the Steel Samurai™ corndog stand. Everything seemed to be 
perfect, just as Penny was about to sprint to the food corner 
of the center, a company representative pushed a box of The 
Steel Samurai™ head cushions onto her. “Make sure the 


kids get these, we forgot until now.” 


Penny was convinced she was done for. Seemingly, her last 


hope was Cody Hackins, if only he wasn’t so distracted by 


the steel samurai ice cream stand. Even flailing her arms for 
too much emphasis next to the Steel Samurai cut out could 


get Cody’s attention as he was laser focused. 


Surrounded by children nearly climbing up her body for the 
cushions, she felt defeated as she kept a warm, adult smile 
on her face. Until she heard the intro to the Steel Samurai 
theme song. Confusingly, she looked where all the kids were 


and saw the Stage Show cast doing their end pose. 


“Hey kids! Who wants to see something cool?” the Pink 
Princess said. “If you do, then come right over here!” The 
kids all squealed nearly puncturing Penny’s ears and ran to 
the collection of superheroes and goons. 


Penny could do her job and question what was going on, but 
instinctually knew this was for her and the best thing to do 
is to run. Run to the annoying and unorganized collector, 
running from the company rep who was sprinting toward 
the actors, run past Cody Hackins who ran back to the ice 
cream stand for the disturbing Steel Samurai head ice cream 


to see the unplanned extra show. Once she made it to 


Vector, she pushed the Ziplock baggie of cards in his chest. 


With a light “Ooof,” from him she responded in between 


gasps, “Please... give me... the Evil Magistrate...” 


When the con was over, Penny fell to a crouch cradling her 
Steel Samurai™ fanny pack in exhaustion. FINALLY, THE 
CAPSULE IS MINE! Sure, the company representative 
nearly rung her neck for leaving the actors to do whatever 
they want. Which was apparently to climb on top of each 
other in a pyramid with the steel samurai on the bottom 


because he was heaviest. 


Will Powers, back in his signature orange tracksuit, sat 
beside his crouching assistant in the near empty parking lot. 
He puts his hand on Penny’s shoulder and says “I saw you 
looking nervously at your phone during all our breaks. 


Y’know, you can ask for help.” 


Penny flushes. Being embarrassed she jeopardized her job 
for a weirdly colored card but still very grateful to Will 
Powers, she says “Yea, I’m sorry, it was for something 
dumb...” 


“Tf you cared that much about it, I’m sure it couldn’t have 
been that dumb. And you still managed to get all our shows 
to happen. Whatever makes you so happy right now, you’ve 


earned it.” 


Penny felt giddy from that. “Thanks, Mr. Powers. I'll do 


better next time.” 


Rubbing his neck, he groans out “I’d rather you make sure I 
never have to do that again, I think I have a shoe print on 


my neck, still.” 


“Well from what I see online, you guys seemed to have 
pulled it off pretty well.” 


“It was almost a stroke of luck. Most of the cast were from 
the same cheerleading squad in college and knew the kids 
would love it.” 


“Ra-ra, Mr. Powers.” 


“Ra-ra, Penny.” 


The End 


‘Outed oy Cakordos~ 


Thank you to all participants & contributors! 
Thank you to those that checked out this zine! 


Zines have a long history in fandom culture and 
are a big part of the Ace Attorney. We wanted to 
make a zine were everyone could partake into 
that tradition. With the Steel Samurai, we 
wanted to celebrate fandom, both on a meta 
scale, and in universe. 


We hope that you will all keep an eye out on our 
next project. 


See you 1n 2023! 
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